CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE
Christmas at Notre Dame

IT took us an exceedingly short time to settle down in
our new home at Notre Dame. A portion of the old
Mairie, which was on the estate but which had not been
used officially for some years, was transformed into an
abode for my secretary, my wife entered happily into
possession of her new sleeping quarters regardless of their
historical impropriety, and I was equally happy in a
bedroom of considerable size with casement windows
protected by an ancient grille, with a raftered roof, a huge
key and a bathroom, the portion of which intended for
my reclining body being fashioned out of an immense
block of black stone and flanked with an enormous
partially illegible slab bearing the date of 1471 which I
believe really was dug up on the premises.
It is a curious fact, however, and due without a doubt
to the long-headedness of Charlie McNeill when he first
bought the property and decided to renovate it, that,
whilst the rooms themselves were undeniably ancient, all
the toilette appurtenances are amongst the most modern
of their kind, and it is very seldom that anything connected
with them is out of order. The supply of water upon the
estate is abundant although, at the advice of the factotum
Marc, I bought a few acres of woodland several kilometres
away which possessed water rights connected with our
own. Even in the driest summer I fancy we should be
fairly secure against drought. Of course, all my young
friends, directly they saw die place, clamoured for a swim-
ming-pool, but I put them off on the score of expense. As
a matter of fact, I have myself not the slightest taste for
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